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You're My Best Friend 


P ALIGN="CENTER"> hs story almost never saw the light of day, so to speak - it was a challenge from a friend 
who wanted fo see a Roger Taylor/John Deacon slash fic, but, the problem was, | started writing it on the morning 
of September I ZOO! - a good hour or so before what happened, happened. It was a few weeks before | did get 


back to it - writing slash suddenly didnt seem approprate at a time like that However, | did go back to if, and 
finished it - and she loved it (hi K) 


BIW, this and "Somebody To Love" are companion pieces. As the saying goes, it happened one night....well, it didn't 
really, except in my imagination, but anyway... 
"You're My Best Friend” 


It was almost midnight when the phone rang. Roger Taylor scrambled out of the bathroom, where he'd just 
gotten out of the shower, and picked it up. "Hello?" 


"Rog?" It was Brian May. "We're not going to be back until tomorrow sometime. My car broke down in Leeds." 
The four of them were camping out in a house out in the English countryside that belonged to a friend of 


Brian's father, trying to get away from what was shaping up to be a very nasty battle with Trident. 
"Oh dear," Roger said, then chuckled evilly. "Which means you're all alone with Freddie, then" 


"What? Oh shut up. He's sulking. We're in an inn out here someplace. With separate rooms," Brian hastened to 


add. 


"Hey, carpe nocturne," Roger said and Brian groaned and hung up on him. Roger smiled wickedly. He'd just given 


himself a fabulous idea... 
we 


Roger went back into the front room to find Deaky sitting on the floor in front of the fireplace, staring almost 
broodingly into the flames. 


"Hey," he said, sitting down half behind Deaky to rub his shoulders. "You're tense." 


‘OF course | aml" Deaky snapped, but didn't move away. Roger didn't reply; he just kept kneading his back. After 
a minute or so Deaky relaxed a bit, letting out a long quivering sigh and shifting position to give Rog more 


room to maneuver. 


"Take your shirt off," he said after a moment and Deaky willingly complied, stretching out on the rug and 
closing his eyes. Roger straddled him to work on his lower back and he whimpered with pleasure. He was about 
half-asleep when he felt Roger lean over and softly nuzzle his shoulder, pushing his hair aside to kiss the nape 


of his neck. In his dazedly contented state, he didn't think there was anything odd about it at all. 
"Hey," Roger whispered, sliding down onto the rug next to him. "Roll over." 


"What?" Deaky looked at him. Roger pushed Deaky's hair back over his shoulder, then slowly ran his hand down 
his back. Deaky shivered, closing his eyes. Rog moved closer, nuzzling into his hair. He brushed his lips softly 
across Deaky's cheek, then put a hand on his face, turning his head just enough to kiss him on the mouth. 
Deaky was surprised, but responded willingly enough, clutching the front of Roger's bathrobe. It turned into a 


very long, slow, intensely passionate kiss. 

"What are we doing?" Deaky said when their lips parted, realizing. 

"We're kissing, silly," Roger said with a laugh. 

"Well, yeah, | know that, but----" Deaky was too flustered to get his thoughts straight. He'd never kissed 
another bloke in his life, nor had he wanted to. He started to get up, but before he could, Roger pulled him 


close and kissed him, hard. Deaky wanted to push him off, but the touch of his hands and lips was the most 
incredibly sensual thing that he'd ever felt. Despite himself, he was getting aroused. He tried to pull away 


before Roger noticed his growing hard-on, but it was already too late. Before he could move, Roger rolled him 


over on his back and undid his jeans, quickly stripping him. 


"Rog, are you crazy? We can't do this!" Deaky exclaimed, trying to squirm away. No such luck He nearly 
fainted dead away when Roger took hold of his cock, stroking it, squeezing the head. Borrowing one of Freddie's 
tricks, he rubbed his thumb and forefinger around the brutally sensitive ridge under the head, making Deaky 


cry out like he'd just been shot. Roger looked at him in amusement. "Not so quiet now, are you?" 


"This is insane--" Deaky moaned. Roger laughed softly, then lay back down with him, slowly caressing him, 
kissing his nose, his face, his throat, then nibbling his ear, nuzzling it gently before nipping his earlobe. "You like 
that?" 


"Oh God---" Deaky quavered, then nodded weakly. Roger ran his hands down his back, gently caressing his rear, 
and he shivered. "What are you going to do to me?" 


Roger nuzzled him. "Make you very glad you let me do this." 


"What is this, exactly?" Deaky looked at him, wide-eyed. Roger was still stroking and kissing him. He gasped and 


moaned softly when Rog's hand brushed across his cock again. 
"You okay?" Roger nuzzled his ear again 


Deaky nodded, then pressed closer, quivering at Roger's touch. He'd wondered exactly what Freddie and Roger 
did together, but he hadn't wanted to admit to himself that he was interested. He hadn't imagined it would be 
anything like this, though. 


"You know you've got a really nice body?" Roger whispered, his breath warm against Deaky's ear. "Your ass is 


almost as gorgeous as Freddie's." 


"Rog--" Deaky started, then broke off with a gasp as Roger started kissing him all over, slowly working his 
way down to his belly button before sliding back up to lick at his nipples. Deaky cried out. "Rog, l---oh God--" 
Veronica wasn't this inventive. The closest he'd come was when an old friend, a redhead named Tianna, had 
seduced him one night back a few years ago. He never would have imagined some of the uses for chocolate 
syrup that she'd come up with. 


"What?" Roger slid up to kiss him on the mouth again 


"l---oh God, Rog, don't stop." He knew this was crazy, but he didn't care anymore. If this was why Freddie 


made so much noise sometimes... 


"| don't intend to." Roger kissed him again, then sat up, pinning him to the rug by the shoulders. "You know I've 
wanted to do this for a very long time now?" Before Deaky could reply, he leaned down, his long blond hair 


brushing with excruciating slowness across his stomach, and took his rock-hard cock in his mouth. Deaky 


moaned. It was almost more than he could take. Roger, however, knew exactly what to do, sucking hard until he 
knew Deaky was just about to come, then backing off, slowly, teasingly licking up from the base to the head, 
delicately flicking his tongue around the ridge just underneath before slowly taking it in his mouth again. Deaky 
couldn't watch. He had his eyes closed, clutching at the rug, whimpering with Roger's every move. Finally, Roger 
pushed him all the way onto his back and slid up, licking his right nipple, then abruptly nipping the tip between 
his teeth. It sent an almost unbearable shock through Deaky's body and he came, almost screaming, moaning 
and writhing, lost in the grips of the most incredibly violent orgasm he'd ever had, thinking dimly that it was 


never going to end.. 


When it was over he lay limp on the rug, totally spent, almost afraid to open his eyes. Roger was lying beside 
him, still holding his cock in one hand. Deaky finally looked at him, not knowing what he was supposed to do now. 
Roger smiled and kissed him. 


"Now are you relaxed?" he said, looking amused. 
Deaky groaned and buried his face against Roger's shoulder. "You just think you're funny.’ 
Roger laughed and hugged him closer, nuzzling into his hair. "Glad to be of service." 


"Oh God" Deaky looked up and around, suddenly uncomfortably aware of being naked. This normally wasn't his 
style. Roger slowly caressed him, kissing him softly. Deaky gave up and snuggled close, deciding that it didn't 
matter how insane this was - it was just nice being in someone's arms. All at once, though, he looked up. 


"What do you mean you've wanted to do this for a very long time now?" 


Roger pushed his hair out of his face. "You were so cute and shy when you walked in with your guitar the day 
we met. | wanted to see if | could make you scream" 


‘Out of something besides frustration?” Deaky looked at him. "Rog, l---" He trailed off. He was attracted to 
Roger; that was the part that both fascinated and dismayed him. Not knowing what else to do, he took Rog's 
cock, rubbing it through his robe, feeling it throb against his hand. Roger moaned encouragingly, slipping out of 
his bathrobe to give Deaky more room to maneuver. Feeling somewhat bolder, Deaky kissed him on the mouth. 


"What do you want me to do?" he said, looking deep into Roger's blue eyes. 


"Whatever you want to," Roger replied, kissing him back. Deaky nuzzled him, tentatively running his hands up 
and down his spine. Roger murmured "Oh yes, yes," and nuzzled closer. Deaky pushed his blond hair aside to 
kiss the nape of his neck, his hands slipping to Roger's ass almost before he realized it. Roger squirmed with 
pure pleasure. Deaky pushed him over on his back, then started slowly kissing him all over, his long hair falling 
forward and brushing Roger's skin, making him shiver. At the same time, he reached down and took hold of 
Roger's cock again, stroking it, gently fondling his balls with his other hand. 


"Oh God, that feels so good---" Roger whispered. He hadn't really known if Deaky would get into it or not. "Oh 
man, Deaky, don't stop---" 


"You're too much," Deaky murmured, shifting position, his hair ticking Roger's chest, then brushing across his 
stomach. He looked back, giving Rog that mysterious little half-smile. "Even your cock is pretty." Rog moaned 
again, feeling Deaky's breath on the head of his cock as he spoke, then gasped when he took a long slow lick, 
dragging his tongue up from the base to the very tip, before taking it in his mouth. He was almost as good at 


it as Freddie was. 

"Oh God, Deaky, that's wonderful. Have you ever done this before?" Roger managed to say. 

Deaky looked at him and shook his head, his hair falling across Rog's cock and balls. "No, never. | just know what 
| wish Veronica would do sometimes." He nuzzled Roger's balls, eliciting another moan. Deaky smiled, really 


starting to enjoy this now. "Besides, | have to get back at you for shagging me like that, you know." 


Roger pulled him up and kissed him, hard. Deaky returned it, pushing him over on his back. "I almost wish we 


had a bottle of chocolate syrup." 

Roger looked at him, wide eyed. "Veronica's into that?" 

"No, she isn't. But | slept with Tianna once and she was," he replied, somewhat sheepishly. 

"She never tried it with me," Roger said, sounding slightly miffed. 

"Well, she did with me. It was kind of messy," he admitted. 

Roger kissed him. "Can't you just pretend that we do and go from there?" 

"Mmmm." Deaky slid down to softly lick Roger's nipples. "That's what | intend to do." He was getting hard all 
over again just doing this. Roger's only reply was a moan. Freddie could make him come just doing that 
sometimes. Deaky, meanwhile, slowly nuzzled down to Roger's cock, which he took in his mouth again. He wasn't 
quite as much of an artist when it came to this as Roger was, but Roger definitely wasn't complaining. It stil 
felt like heaven. He whimpered, burying his hands in Deaky's hair. "Oh God, Deaky, that feels so good----" He 
was right on the verge of coming when Deaky suddenly let go and slid up to kiss him on the mouth again, hard, 
the friction of his body sending Roger into a violent climax, thrashing against him, almost screaming. It brought 


Deaky off again as well, not as dramatically as the first time, but enough to make him cry out, too. 


When it was over they lay quietly, both trying to catch their breath, their bodies slick with sweat and each 
other's sperm. Roger finally roused himself enough to kiss Deaky. "Hey." 


Deaky looked at him with that funy little half-smile. "What?" 
"That smile," Roger said. "What are you thinking?" 


"That you make a very funny face when you come," Deaky replied, kissing him back. 


"I do not!" Roger laughed, slapping him on the rear. Deaky yelped. 
"How do you know?" he said, feigning offense, rubbing his backside. "And that hurt." 
"Awww. You want me to kiss it and make it better?" Roger inquired. 


“Shut up," Deaky murmured, kissing him on the mouth, then looking around. "And hadn't we better get upstairs 
before Brian and Freddie get back from Leeds?! 


"| forgot. That phone call was Brian. They won't be back until sometime tomorrow. Brian's Mini broke down," 


Roger said. He smiled slyly. "Looks like he's not the only one having a long hard night." 
Deaky groaned, burying his head against Rog's shoulder. "You just think you're funny," he said again. 
Roger caressed him, rubbing his ass. "You want to go upstairs anyway?" 


Deaky looked at him for a long moment, then shrugged. "Why not? We've gotten this far." He looked away, then 


back around rather shyly. "You can take me all the way if you want." 
"You don't have to," Roger said gently. He wanted to, though, very badly. 


"I know." Deaky kissed him. "I know this is crazy, but | want to now." He looked at Roger, his green eyes soft. "I 


think | see why Freddie's so crazy about you." 

Roger kissed him again. "Come on" 

~ Ke 

Brian and Freddie didn't make it back until almost eleven the next day. When they arrived, Deaky was sitting at 
the kitchen table in his robe, drinking tea. He'd just made it out of bed about ten minutes ago. Roger was still 
asleep. 

"Hey Deaky," Brian said, then paused and looked around, obviously bewildered. "Wait a minute. What did |----" 


"You're wearing your coat, Fluffhead," Deaky said with a laugh. 


‘Oh yeah, that's right, isn’t it?" Brian said, looking embarassed, as Freddie came sailing in, all high camp and high 


spirits. 


"Good morning, darlings!" he said, "And where is our golden boy?" As he spoke, Roger shuffled into the kitchen, 
blond hair quite tousled, looking like he hadn't slept at all. 


"Darling, you look awful," Freddie said. 


Rog gave him the old peace sign in reverse. Freddie looked at Brian with a knowing smile. "Oh my. Looks like 


someone had a hard night, darling." 


Rog rolled his eyes and Deaky blushed scarlet, trying to hide behind his hair. Brian shook his head. "No. | don't 


want to know." 


Maddy, 200! 


You're My Best Friend 


h case you were wondering what happened with Brian and Freddie that night....his is the companion piece to "You're 
My Best Friend." It was also, at the time, my most explicit slash fic ever.. 


And, as always, this is just a figment of my over-active imagination :-) 
“Somebody To Love" 


It was almost midnight before Brian May finally got hold of his friend Roger Taylor. "Rog? We're not going to 
be back until tomorrow sometime. My car broke down in Leeds." The band was camping out in a very nice 
country house that belonged to a friend of his father's, trying to get away from a nasty battle with their 


management company. 
‘Oh my," Roger said with an evil chuckle. "That means you're all alone with Freddie, then. Sounds like fun 


"What? Oh shut up. He's sulking." That wasn't true, although no-one could throw a moody quite like Freddie 
Bulsara. "We're in an inn out here someplace. With separate rooms," he hastened to add, which was another lie. 


They couldn't afford that. 


"Hey, carpe nocturne," Roger said. Brian groaned and hung up on him. He'd actually shared a room with Freddie 
many times before, so the thought didn't disturb him. It's just that if Roger had known, he never would have 
let Brian hear the end of it. 


As he was hanging up, Freddie came back in and locked the door. "You're through with the bathroom, aren't 
you, darling?" he said. He called everyone "darling" or "dear," a habit which had at first unnerved and then 
charmed Brian. As silly, campy and moody as Freddie could be, he was a sweet bloke with a big heart. 


Brian nodded, then sank down on the bed. "Freddie, who are we kidding? We're never going to win this.” He put 
his hands over his face. "God, | don't even know how l'm going to afford repairing the car." John Deacon couldn't 
even get Trident to loan him enough money to make a downpayment on a house for himself and his wife, who 


was presently visiting her parents. 


"Now, darling," Freddie said, sitting down by him. It took him a moment to realize that poor Brian had started to 


cry, overcome by exhaustion and stress. 


"Brian, dear, don't cry now. Its going to be all right," Freddie soothed, gathering his friend up in his arms. He 
leaned back against the pillows, still holding him. "There there now, darling. Its all right. Freddie's here." 


It took Brian a few minutes to start getting control of himself. He finally looked up, but didn't try to disentangle 


himself from Freddie's arms. 


‘lm sorry," he said shakily, leaning his head against Freddie's shoulder. "I'm not normally like this. You guys 
have been so patient with me." Poor Brian has collapsed onstage during their last tour (opening for Mott The 
Hoople) and wound up in hospital for several months. To his surprise, not only had the rest of the band not 


blamed him, they had refused to consider even temporarily replacing him. 


"Well, we happen to like you, darling," Freddie replied, stroking Brian's disheveled curls. "And your hair is so soft. 
It's not stiff at all." 


“Should we even be doing this?" Brian said, but snuggled closer instead of trying to pull away. He rather 
suspected that Freddie and Roger were "more than friends" as the saying went, but that didn't bother him. 


"Why not, dear?" Freddie replied 


Brian nestled his head back against Freddie's shoulder and didn't reply. After a moment he looked up and his 
eyes met Freddie's. They gazed into one anothers’ eyes for a long moment, then looked away abruptly. After a 
moment they both looked back around, and, before they quite knew it, they were kissing. When their lips 
parted, Brian backed off and sat up, surprised more than dismayed. "Freddie--" 


"Darling?" Freddie sat up too. 
Brian looked down, blushing. "Do you really - fancy me?" The thought was actually quite flattering. 


Freddie nodded, looking down himself. "I shouldn't have done that, Bri. I'm sorry." He'd gotten carried away, he 
knew. But he did fancy Brian, he couldn't help it. Brian was almost as pretty as Roger, with his dark sad eyes, 
delicate pointed features and mop of dark curls. Plus, there was something touchingly vulnerable about him, 
something that made Freddie long to do what he'd actually just done - gather Brian up in his arms and kiss 
away his tears and tell hin everything was going to be all right, he'd take care of him. 


"No, it's all right, |----" Brian was too flustered to get the words out, so he settled for the next best thing - 


kissing Freddie again. "| suppose | should try it at least once in my life." 
Freddie pulled him back down on the bed. "Do you want to just snog, darling? We don't have to go any further." 


Brian thought about it for a moment, then shrugged. "Sure, what the heck?" It was late, he was stranded far 
from home, and right now all he wanted was to be held. Besides, Freddie kissed like an angel. He closed his eyes, 
nuzzling closer as Freddie softly kissed him, nuzzling his eyelashes, then gently brushing his lips across his 
cheek before kissing him on the mouth again. This time he returned it, burying his fingers in Freddie's thick 
dark hair. Freddie put his arms around him, caressing the base of his spine. He pulled Brian closer, nibbling his 
ear, then nuzzling the nape of his neck, gently nipping a spot between his neck and shoulder where he knew 


Roger was especially fond of being kissed. Brian whimpered pleasurably, obviously fond of it, too. He didn't 


protest when Freddie gently rolled him over on his back and unbuttoned his shirt, pushing it aside to nuzzle his 
chest. "Darling, you have such a gorgeous body. | never realized----" he murmured, kissing his nipples, then 
softly licking them. Brian gasped. Freddie giggled softly, his hair falling forward ticklishly. "Darling, you're acting 


like no-one ever did that before.” 
"Not like that," Brian said weakly. "Freddie, don't stop.” 


"We haven't even started yet," Freddie pointed out. He gently shucked Brian out of his shirt, then slowly 
stroked his chest before sliding down to kiss his bellybutton. Brian shuddered, his stomach muscles quivering at 
Freddie's touch. He was starting to get very aroused. Freddie swirled his tongue around his navel, then slid 
down to nuzzle Brian's growing hard-on through his jeans without trying to undo them - yet. After a few 
minutes he twisted around, dragging his tongue across Brian's stomach and chest, sliding up on him and kissing 


him hard on the mouth. 
"Darling, | lied. | want to fuck you so badly," he panted when it broke. 
"Go ahead," Brian replied, his eyes dazed with desire. "I don't care what you do, just don't leave me like this." 


"Wait, darling." Freddie let go of him to put the light out, then slipped out of his own clothes before he finished 
removing Brian's. He lay down beside him and kissed him again, reaching down and taking his cock in his hand, 
then slid down and took a long slow lick, dragging his tongue from the base to the tip, then slowly swirling it 
around the head. Brian cried out. 


"Oh, darling, darling," Freddie murmured, his breath hot against the swollen head. "You're almost too much." He 
took it in his mouth, slowly, enjoying the way Brian moaned. He knew exactly what to do, sucking hard until poor 
Brian was just about to come, then backing off to nuzzle his balls before licking back along his throbbing shaft 
before taking it in his mouth again. Finally, just when Brian thought he was going to finally bring him off - 
Freddie abruptly backed off altogether, sliding up and kissing him on the nose. 


"What are you doing?" Brian demanded. 


Freddie giggled and kissed him on the mouth. "Just wait, darling. You'll see." He ran his fingers teasingly up and 
down Brian's sternum, then decided not to torture him and slid down to take his cock in his mouth again, 
sucking hard. It sent a terrific shock through Brian's body; he came almost before he knew what was 
happening, almost screaming, twisting around to bury his face in the pillow, thinking it wasn't going to end, 
almost hoping not----- 


When it was over, he lay limp, gasping and trembling, thinking that he finally understood where they got that 


thing about orgasm and death. A moment later Freddie slid up and took him in his arms. "Well, darling?" 


"Oh my God," was all Brian could manage. He snuggled against Freddie, closing his eyes and sighing contentedly, 
whimpering with pleasure as Freddie caressed him. All at once, though, he looked up, wide-eyed. "Freddie?" 
Something had just occurred to him. "Did | --- come in your mouth?" He blushed, looking down 


Freddie giggled. "Of course you did, darling!" He kissed his nose, then kissed him softly on the mouth. "What? It's 
not as though | didn't want you to.” 


"Oh God, Freddie, I'm sorry, |---" Brian looked at him, suddenly realizing what he'd said. "You wanted me to?" 


"My timing isn't that bad, darling, if | do say so myself. Now settle down; you're losing the afterglow," Freddie 


murmured, nuzzling him. 


"Wow." Brian nestled closer, basking in the soft warmth of Freddie's body. "Chrissy wouldn't do that. Actually, 


she usually won't even go down on me," he admitted. "She expects me to do it for her, though. All the time." 


"That isn't fair," Freddie said. "Although Mary does the same thing to me." He hugged Brian closer, nuzzling into 
his hair. "Oh darling, you have such a gorgeous body. You're not nearly as skinny as you look." 


Brian pushed him over on his back and kissed him. "Shouldn't | be doing something to you?" he said. 


"To me? Why darling, | thought you /ked me." Freddie tried to sound hurt, but he started to giggle. Brian rolled 
his eyes. Freddie tickled him and he yelped and scrambled away, then grabbed a pillow and whacked him with it. 


"All right, thats it!" Freddie pounced on Brian, who easily wrestled him down and kissed him. "It is?" 

"That depends on what you intend to do to me, darling," Freddie replied 

‘I'm working on that," Brian said, kissing him. He wasn't sure what to do, exactly - he'd never gotten it on with 
a bloke before - but he figured he'd just do what he did with a woman for the most part. So he started 
slowly kissing Freddie all over, working his way down his body. Freddie whimpered encouragingly. "Oh yes, darling, 
yes, yes--" 

Brian suddenly paused, uncertain. "Freddie, | really want to do this, but what the hell do | do?" 


Freddie giggled. "Just pretend I'm a girl, darling, and go from there." 


Brian lay down next to him again. "I'm not sure | have that much imagination, love." He kissed him again, pulling 


him closer, quivering a little as Freddie's hands slid over his ass. "What would you do if | were Roger?" 
Freddie looked at him. "Do you really want to know?" 
"Yeah." Brian nodded. "| mean, have you ever---" He paused, not sure how to say what he was thinking. 


"Fucked him, darling? All the way?" Freddie said. 


"Yeah. That way," Brian replied, hoping Freddie couldn't see him blushing in the dark. This was one conversation 
he'd never quite imagined having with another bloke - especially not one who'd just given him the most amazing 


blow job of his life. 


Freddie nuzzled him. "Of course, darling. Its not nearly so horrid as it sounds. It's actually a lot of fun" He 
kissed Brian softly, then said, teasingly, almost nose-to-nose. "Do you want to try it?" 


Brian was clearly taken aback, but didn't try to pull away. "Are you serious?" 
"It won't hurt, love, | promise. Please," Freddie murmured, kissing him. "Darling, | want you so badly." 


Brian didn't know what to say. It wasn't easy to think straight with Freddie nuzzling and caressing him like this 
- no pun intended. After a moment he kissed Freddie back. "Not now, all right? Let me just keep kissing you." 


Freddie smiled. "That sounds just lovely, darling." He hadn't really expected Brian would say yes, so he wasn't 
upset. Besides, just being held and kissed was wonderful. He sighed, whimpering happily as Brian rolled him over 
on his back and started kissing him again, working his way down slowly. He moaned, his stomach muscles 
quivering as Brian's lips brushed his navel. He was still rather hesitant, almost nervous, and it was driving 
Freddie crazy with desire, far more so than if he'd been more sure of what he was doing. He let out a cry 


when Brian finally took hold of his cock, tentatively stroking it. "Bri, oh God, that's wonderful---" 


"Really?" Brian slid up to kiss him on the mouth without letting go. Freddie gazed at him, his dark eyes soft, 
dazed with desire. His glossy black locks were fanned out on the pillow. 


"You know right now you're the most beautiful creature I've ever seen?" Brian said, kissing him softly. "I see 
why Rog loves you so much." Before Freddie could reply, he slid down and took his cock in his mouth. Freddie 
was whimpering the same way he did when Roger presumably did the same thing - Brian had never walked in 
on them, but he'd overheard them before, and he'd always gotten kind of turned on trying to imagine what 
they could have been doing. After a few minutes, though, he let go and looked at Freddie. 


"Do you really want to -- take me all the way?" he said. 


‘Oh God, yes, darling," Freddie said, grabbing him and kissing him hard, so hard that his protruding front teeth 


almost cut Brian's lip. "You mean | can?" 


"Just be careful, please?" Brian said. Part of his mind couldn't believe that he was really about to let Freddie 
do this, but he wasn't listening. 


Freddie turned him around and pushed him down on his stomach, reaching over him for his jacket as he did. 


"Darling, you're not going to regret letting me do this," he said. 


Brian decided not to ask what on earth Freddie had a tube of lubricant in his pocket for - he decided this 
wasn't the time to say anything, really. He whimpered when Freddie kissed down along his spine, then yelped 


with surprise when he gently nipped his buttock. 


"Darling, if you want me to stop, just say so," Freddie murmured, sitting up and carefully applying the slick 


substance to himself and Brian. "I'm really not trying to rape you." 

Brian decided against telling him that technically wasn't the term. He was hardly an unwiiling participant, so it 
didn't matter anyway. He shivered as Freddie leaned over him, bracing himself on the bed. All at once, though, 
he paused. 

"Bri, darling, do you really love me enough to let me do this?" he said. 

Brian looked at him with a smile. "Would | be lying here letting you actually start doing it if | didnt?" 

Freddie gazed deep into Brian's hazel eyes for a moment, then kissed him. "I'll take that as a yes, dear," he said, 
then thrust into him with a quick jolt. Brian gasped, startled, although it didn't really hurt. Freddie couldn't 
move for a moment, then he grabbed Brian around the waist and started thrusting, realize he was going to 
come almost right away, but not caring. Brian whimpered with his every move - it didn't really hurt, but it 
wasn't very comfortable. He did cry out when he felt Freddie climax, shuddering as Freddie leaned over him, 
gasping, his long black locks tickling his spine. After a moment, he disengaged, somewhat to Brian's relief, and 


collasped on the bed. Brian rolled over and hugged him close. He wasn't sure he'd want a repeat, but he didn't 


regret letting Freddie take him like that. 
"Are you okay, darling?" Freddie said when he could speak 
"Yeah," Brian said, kissing him. "Are you?" 


Freddie nodded, snuggling closer. Brian just held him, stroking his hair. He wasn't about to say it out loud, but 


Freddie really was cute. He could see why Roger was so crazy about him. 

we 

He awoke just as it was starting to get light. For a moment he thought the whole thing had been a dream, until 
he realized that Freddie was snuggled serenely against him, sound asleep. He supposed he should have been 
horrified, but he wasn't. He actually felt pretty good, considering the circumstances. He kissed Freddie softly on 
the mouth. "Freddie, wake up." 

"Rog, please---" Freddie murmured, coming slowly awake and realizing where he was. "Sorry, Bri 

Brian laughed. "At least | didn't wake up thinking you were Chrissy." 


Freddie gave him a mischievous look. "| would have had to spank you for that, darling." 


Brian gave him a look of mock pained dismay. "Don't tell me you're into that, too." 


"Shush," Freddie started kissing him. Brian surrendered willingly and they wound up making love again. When it 
was over, they lay nestled together, listening to the noise of the traffic and the birds outside. 


"Shall we go find something to eat and then see about your little car?" Freddie said after a while. Not that he 


was in any hurry to move. 


"| suppose," Brian said, then leaned over and kissed him. "And would you take it the wrong way if | said | love 


you?" 
Freddie kissed him back. "No, darling. And | love you, too." 
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They didn't make it back to the house in Brighton until almost eleven. To their surprise, they found Deaky in 
the kitchen, drinking tea, still in his robe. He'd obviously just gotten up. 


"Hey Deaky," Brian said, then paused and looked around, obviously bewildered. "Wait a minute. What did |----" 
"You're wearing your coat, Fluffhead," Deaky said with a laugh. 


‘Oh yeah, that's right, isn’t it?" Brian said, looking embarassed, as Freddie came sailing in, all high camp and high 
spirits. 


"Good morning, darlings!" he said, "And where is our golden boy?" As he spoke, Roger shuffled into the kitchen, 
blond hair quite tousled, looking like he hadn't slept at all. 


"Darling, you look awful," Freddie said. 


Rog gave him the old peace sign in reverse. Freddie looked at Brian with a knowing smile. "Oh my. Looks like 
someone had a hard night, darling." 


Rog rolled his eyes and Deaky blushed scarlet, trying to hide behind his hair. Brian shook his head to disguise 
his wink at Freddie. "No. | don't want to know." 
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